FOUR        TALES        BY        £   EL   IDE
" ' It is too late, sir,' I said to him, ' but I am
nevertheless touched by your kindness.3
" He said nothing further, but it was out of
consideration for me, for he was assutcdly feeling
much that he would have desiied to express. I
asked for news of youi daughtci, and he told me
that she was well and that he would already have
sent her to me if she had at all resembled you, but
that, although she was only eighteen months old,
it was already apparent that she was to take after
hci mother. I asked him to send me Sir Harry,
and said that I would have conveyed him by the
boy a present that I did not myself dare to make
him. He said that he would receive with pleasure
from my own hands anything that I desited to give
him; wheieupon I gave him your porUait, which
you sent me from Italy. 1 will give Sir Harry tha
copy that I have made of it, but I shall myself keep
the first portrait that you gave me, and will say
that it is to be retained to you after my death,
" I have not made you happy, and I am leaving
you unhappy, and I myself am dying; yet I cannot
bring myself to wish that I had never known you,
and even if I ought to reproach myself, I cannot
do it. Yet the last moment in which I saw you
has sometimes come back to my mind, and I have
feared that there was a certain audacity in our
complete hecdlessness of the danger that threat-
ened us both. That, perhaps, is what is called
defying Providence; yet is it possible for an atom,
a grain of dust, to defy the Supreme Being, dare
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